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The Winters Tale. 


What Lady fhe her Lord You lc flay i 
Pel , No,Madame. 

Her. Nay, but you will ? 

Pol. I may not verely. 

Her. Verely? 

You put me off with limber Vowes: but I, 

Though you would feek t’vnfphcre the Stars with Oaths, 
Should vet fay, Sir,no going ; Verely 
You fhall not goe; a Ladycs Verely* is 
As potent as a Lords# Will you goe yet? 

Force me to keepe you as a Prifoner, 

Not like a Gueft: fo you fhall pay your Fees 
When you depart,an"d faue your thanks. How fay you ? 
My Prifoner ? or my Gueft ? by your dread Verely, 

One of them you (hall be. 

Pol . Your Gueft then,Madamc: 

To be your Priloner,(Tiould import offending; 

Which is for mejeffe eafie to commit, 

Then you to pumfh. 

Her. Not your Gaoler then. 

But your kind Hoftcffe# Come, lie queftion you 
Of my Lords Tricks,and yours,when you were Boycs: 
You were pretty Lordirigs then ? 

Tol. Wewere(faire Queene) 

Two Lads,that thought there was no more behind, 

But fuch a day to movrow,as to day. 

And to be Boy eternal!. 

Her. Was not my Lord 
The veryer Wag o’ch’two ? 

Pol. We were as twyn’d Lambs^hat did frisk i’ch’Sun, 
And bleat the one at tlf other: what we chang'd, 

Was Innoccncc,for Innocence: wc knew not 
The Do&rineof ill-doing, nor dream'd 
That any did: Had we purfu’d that life. 

And our weake Spirits ncVe been higher rear’d 

Wit h ftroogcr blood,wc fhould haue anfwcr’d Hcaucn 

Boldly,not guilty; the Impofitiorl clear'd, 

Hercditarte ours. 

Her . By this we gather 
You haue cript fince. 

Pol. O my moft facred Lady, 

Temptations haue fince then been borne to’s: for 
In thofc vnfledg’d dayes,was my Wife a Girle; 

Your precious iclfe had then not crofs'd the eyes 
Of my young Play^fellow. 

Her . Grace to boot : 

Of this make no conclufion,leaft you fay 
Your Qucene and I are Deuils: yet goe on, 

Th'offcnces we haue made you doe,wce’Ic anfwerc, 

If you firft finn'd with vs: and that with vs 
You did continue fault; and that you flip: not 
With any,but with vs. 

Leo. Is he vvoon yet ? 

Her . Hee’le ftay (my Lord.) 

Leo. At my rcqueft.hc would not: 
llermione (my dcareftj thou neuer fpoak'ft 
To better purpofe. 

! Her. Neuer? 

Leo ♦ Neuer,but once. 

Her. What? haue I twice laid well? when was*t before? 

I prechectcll me: cram’s with prayfe,and make’s 
As fat as tame things: One good deed,dying tonguelefle. 
Slaughters a thoufand wayting vpon that. 

Our prayies are our Wages. You may ride's 

I W’th one fofc Kiffc a thoufand Furlongs,ere 
With Spur we heat an Acre# But to th'Goale 2 


my lalt good decd,was to entreat his ft a y t 
W.hat was my firft? it ha’s an elder Sifter 
Or I miftakc you: O,would her Name w ere ~ 

But once before I fpoke to th’ purpofe > l* e< ‘ 

Nay,let me haue’t: I long, ‘ 

Leo. Why,that was when 
Three crabbed Moneths had fowr’d themfclu 
Ere I could make thee open thy white Hand- ** t0 ^ a 
A clap thyfelfe my Loueythcn didft thou vtter 
I am your* for cuer, cr » 

Her. ’Tis Grace indeed. 

Why lo-you r.ow;I haue fpoke to th’purpofe. • 
The one,for cuer earn’d a Royall Husband • WlCe: 
Th'other.for fomc while a Friend* 

Leo. T 00 hot, too hot: 

To mingle friendfh«p farre.is mingling blood, 

1 haue Tremor Cordis on me : my heart dauncc' 

But not for ioy; not ioy. This Entertainment’ 

M jy a free fate put on: deriuea Libertie 
From Heartincfle/rom Bountie/ertile Bofo m 
And well become the Agent:’tmay ; Ig ramn . C> 

But to be padling Palmes.and pinching Fingers 
As now they are,and making practis'd Smiles ’ 

As in a Looking-GIafle; and then tofigh as 
The More o’th’Deerc: oh,that is entertainment *** 
My Bofome likes not, nor my Browcs. MemdUm 
Arc thou my Boy ? 

Mam. I,my good Lord# 

Leo. Tfccks: 

Why that’s my Bawcock:what?has’t fmutch’dthvN 
They fay i t if a Coppy out of mine. Come Captain.' 
Wcrouft be neat; not ncat,but cleanly .Captain** ’ 
And yet the Stccrc.the Heycfer.and theCalfc 
Are all call’d Neat. Still Virginalling 
Vpon his Palme?Hownow (you wanton Calfe) 

Art th,*u my Calfcf ' 

CMam. Yes,ifyou will (my Lord.) 

L^.Thou wanc’rt a rough pafo^ the ftooti thitlbi 
Tobcfull.likeme: yet they fay we are 
Almoft as like as Egges; Women fay fo, 

(That will fay any thing.) But were they falfe 
A»o’rc-dy’d Blacks.as Wind,as Watersjfalf# 

As Dice are to be wilh’djby one that fixes 
No borne’twixt his and mine; yet were it true 
To fay this Boy were like me. Come(Sir Page) 
Lookc on me with your Welkin eye: fweet Village, 
Moft dear’ft.my Collop: Can thy Dam.roay’t be 
Affe&ion? thy Intention ftabs the Center, 

Thou do’ft make poflible things not fo held, 
Communicat’ft with Dreamcs(how can this be?) 
With what’s vnreall: thou coa&iue art. 

And fellow’ft nothing. Then’tis very credent, 
fhoumay’ftco-ioyne with fomethir.g,and thou do’ft, 
(And that beyond Commiflion) and I find it, 

(And that to the infeif ion of my Braines, 

And hardning of my Browes.) 

Pol. What meanes Sicilia ? 

Her. He fomething feemes vnfetlcd. 

Pol. How? my Lord? 

Leo .What cheere? how is’t with yon,beft Brother? 
Her .You look as ifyou held a Brow of much diftraCto 
Are you mou’d (my Lord ?) 

Leo. No, in good earned. 

How fometirocs Nature will betray it’s folly? 

It’s tendernefle ? and make it felfe a Paftime 
To harder bofomes ? Looking on the Ly nes 
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rZ Roves face, me thoughts I did requoyle 
Of 01 / y yecres.and faw my felfe vn-breech d, 
TWC °Greene Veluet Coat; my Dagger muzzel d, 

Intl fHt foould bite it’s Mafter, and fo proue 
!f Ornaments oft do’s) too dangerous : 

( As - j-gAne thought)I then was to this Kernell, 
^c'.iafh this Gentleman. Mine honeft Friend, 
5S»keB gg «IWMo«,f 
^■mL No (my Lord) Hefight. 

V ' You will:why happy man bc’s dole. My Brother 
4 vo'u fo fond of your young Princess we 
Poe^ecmc to be of ours? 

Pol. if at home (Sir) 

Uc’sall my Hxercife^y Mirth,my Matter ; 

Mow mV fwornc Friend,and then mine Enemy; 
Xparalite.mvSoiildier:Stiter-m3n;a!!: 

He makes alulyci day,fhort as December, 

And with his varying child-nefle, cures in me 
Thoughts,that would thick my blood# 

1 SoftatldsthisSquire 

Offic’ti with me: We two will walke(my Lord) 

And leauc you to your graucr fteps. Hermione, 

How thou ldu'ft v S fhcw in our Brothers welcome S 
Let what is dcaie in Sicily,be cheapc: 

Next to thy felfe,and my young Rouer,hc ? s 
Apparanttomy heart. 

}Ur. if you would feeke vs, 

Weareyouisi'th’Garden : (halls attend you there? 

Leo. Toyourowne bents difpoleyou.-you'ie be found, 
Be you beneath the Sky: I am angling now, 

(Though you perceiuc me not how I giue Lyne) 
Gectoo,goe too. 

How (lie holds vp the Neb? the By II to him ? 

Andarmcs her with the boldneffc of a Wife 
Toher allowing Husband. Gone already, 

Ynch-thick knec-deepe;ore head and eares a fork'd one. 
Goephy(Boy)phy: thy Mother playes, and I 
play too;bi:t fo difgrac'd a part,whofe iffue 
Will hiffe me to my Grauc; Contempt and Clamor 
Will be my Knell. Goe play(Boy)play,there haue been 
(Or I am much decciu’d) Cuckolds ere now, 

And many a man there is (euen at this prefent, 

Now,while I fpeake this) holds his Wife by th'Arme, 
That little thinkes (lie ha's beenfluye’d in’s abfence. 

And his Pond fi(h*d by his next Neighbor (by 
Sir Smile, his Neighbor:) nay f there s s comfort in’t, 

Whiles other men haue Gates, and thofe Gates open'd 
(Asmine) againft their will. Should all dcfpaire 
That haue reunited \Viues,the tenth of Mankind 
Would hang themfelues. Phyfick for'^there’s none: 

It is a bawdy Planet,that will ftnke 

Where'tis predominant;and ’tis powrefull: thinkc it: 

From Eaft,Weft,North,and South,be it concluded. 

No Barricado for a Belly. Know*t, 

It will lec in and out the Enemy, 

With bag and baggage : many thoufand on's 
Haue the Difeafe.and fcele'c not. How now Boy i 
CMam. I am like you fay. 

Leo. Why,that's feme comfort. 

What ? Camille there ? 

Cam. I,my good Lord. 

Leo. Goe phy(^/^//f/«f) thou'rt an honeft man: 
Camilla great Sir will yet ftay longer. 

Cam. \ ou had much adoe to make his Anchor hold, 

W hen you caft out,it ftill came home. 

Leo. Didft note it? 


fom. He would not ftay at your Peticions^ade 
His Bufinefle more matcriall. 

Leo+ 'Didft perceiue it ? 

They’re here with me alrcady;whifp’ring,rounding: 
Sicilia is a fo-forth: 'cis farre gone, 

When I (hall guft it laft. How cam’c ( Camille) 

That hedid ftay ? 

Cam. At the good Queenes encrcatie. 

Leo. At the Queenes bet: Good (hould be pertinent, 
But fo it is,:t is nor. Was this taken 
By any vnderftanding Pate but thine ? 

For thy Conceit is foaking,will draw in 
More then the common Biocks. Not noted,is'r, 

But of the finer Natures? by fornc Seueralls 
Of Head-pcece extraordinarie? Lower Mefles 
Perchance are to this Bufinefle purblind ? fay. 

Cam. Bufineffe,my Lord ? I thinkc moft Ynderftand 
‘Bohemia ftayes here longer. 

Leo. Ha? 

Cam. Stayes here longer. 

Leo . I, but why? 

Cam ♦ To fatisficyour Highncffe^and the Entreaties 
Of our meft gracious Miftreflc. 

Leo. Satisfie? 

Th’entrcaties of your Miftreflc? Satisfie ? 

Let that fuffice. I haue trufted th tt(Camillo) 

With all the nccreft things to my heart, as well 
My Chambcr-Counccls,vvhercin(Prieft-like)thou 
Haft cleaned my Bofome: I,from thee departed 
Thy Penitent reform'd : but we haue been 
Deceiu'd in thy Integritie ; decciu’d 
In that which feemes fo. 

Cam. Be it forbid (my Lord.) 

Leo. To bide vpon’t: thou arc not honefttor 
If thou inclin’d that way,thou art aCoward, 

Which boxes boneftie behind, reflrayning 
From Courfe requir'd : or elfe thou muft be counted 
A Seruant,grafted in my ferious Truft, 

And therein negligent: or elfe a Foole, 

That feed a Game play’d home,the rich Stake drawne, 
And tak'ft it all for ieaft. 

Cam. My gracious Lord, 

I may be negligenc/oolifh,and feircfull, 

Ineueryoncof thcfe,noman is free, 

3ut that his negligence,his folly,fearc. 

Among the infinite doings of the World, 

Sometime puts forth in your affaires (my Lord.) 

If euer I were wilfull-ncgligent, 

It was my folly : if induftrioufly 
I play’d the Foole,it was my negligence, 

Not weighing well the end : if euer fearefull 
To doe a thing,where I the iffue doubted. 

Whereof the execution did cry out 
Againft the non-performance/cwas a feare 
Which oft infers the wifeft: thefc(my Lord) 

Are fuch allow'd Infirmities,that honeftie 
Is neuer free of# But bcfeech your Grace 
Be plainer with me,let me know my Trefpas 
By it’s owne vifage; if I then deny it, 

'Tis none of mine. 

Leo . Ha’ not you feene CamiHo ? 

(But that’s p3ft doubt: you haue, or your eye-glaffe 
Is thicker then a Cuckolds Horne) or heard? 

(For to a Vifion fo apparant.Rumor 
Cannot be mute) or thoughr?(for Cogitation 
Relidcs not in that man,that do’s not thinkc) 

A a a My 



































































